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To Have And Have Not 


Author's Notes: 
All of my stories are depressing, and for that | apologize. Hope you enjoy it anyway! 


Johnny picked the kid up in a bar. It would have been nice to say that he hadn't noticed the resemblance to Sid, 
but in point of fact, it was the exact reason he'd singled out that particular little bastard in the first place, 
and Johnny wasn't in the habit of lying to himself. He'd seen the slope of the kid's shoulders, the unruly mop 
of greasy dark hair, the skinny legs, the black jacket. He'd debated. He'd gone over thinking he'd just buy the kid 


a few beers, smoke a few fags with him, and be on his way. Sort of a tribute. Sid deserved that much. 


The kid's back arches as Johnny's fingers trail down the ridges of his hips, and Johnny is glad that its dark so 
that he doesn't have to see all the ways that this kid is different from Sid. He knew all of the marks on Sid's 
body, catalogued them daily as a replacement for actually caring. The kid has a few scars, some tender places 
that might be bruises. They're in all the wrong places and Johmy's hands skate away from them like skittish 
birds. 


He asked the kid not to talk much. Said it made him nervous. He just doesn't want to hear strange intonations 


in his ear as he slides in Maybe it's crass, but it's the way he feels. This isn't for him, this is for Sid. This is 
something that he should have done years ago. Maybe things would be different now if he'd held Sid down and 
bit his neck and then stroked his shoulders afterwards and told him he was a pretty boy. 


Vicious, the poor sod, had been such a sweet thing before Nancy got to him. Grinning and unsure, placing his 

feet squarely in Johnny's footsteps. One of the Johns, for God's sake, and look what'd happened to him! Johnny 
hadn't been paying attention again. He'd been to wrapped up in his own shit, but they were all so fucking young. 
Too fucking young, and too fucking manipulated. Johnny damns McLaren for that as his fingers slice up into the 


nameless kid and he closes his eyes against strangled moans. 


He's angry with himself as he fingers the kid. This isn't going to bring Sid back. No amount of fucking will ever 
do that, and no amount of coddling strange boys will ever make him feel better about it. Johnny knows that, 
accepts it even as he kisses a wet trail along the boy's stomach. His skin is salty with sweat, grimy and 
foreign and still somehow pleasant. Johnny's prick twitches and he shoves away a surge of guilt, face twisting 


angrily. ts not his fault! None of it is. He didn’t know. 


The kid yelps softly as Johnny's fingers stab deep, but Johnny doesn't notice. His mind is full of recriminations. 
Accusations against himself, Paul, Steve. Malcolm in the abstract and Nancy in the particular. He hates them 
all. Even the kid writhing underneath him, because the kid is part of the machine that brought Sid down. It's 
impossible for Johnny to pin blame on any one person, no matter how much he'd like to, no matter how 


satisfying it would be. 


The kid squeals as Johnny's fingers slip out of him, then sucks in a startled breath when Johnny flips him over 
and draws him up onto his knees. It's easier this way, he figures. He only held Sid like this once, but that one 
time was enough to burn into his memory the sensation of Sid's long arms winding around his shoulders, 
drawing him down, holding him tight. Sid had been a human straightjacket, close and warm and claustrophobic, 
and the harder Johnny had fucked him the harder he'd clung until Johnny thought his ribs were going to 
shatter under the pressure from those skinny junkie arms. No one could ever hold him like that again, so he 
wraps his fingers around the kid's scrawny hips and yanks him back, moaning softly as his prick shoves its 


way inside willing human warmth. 


He moves slowly at first, thinking about Sid, and even though the kid bucks and moans and pushes back against 
him, he takes no pleasure in the act. I's mechanical, pistoning hips and vise-like fingers and unblinking eyes. He 
remembers the way Sid shoved his head into the hollow of his shoulder and curled an arm across his stomach 


and said in that little boy voice how he didn't want to be a junkie anymore, how he'd never wanted to be a 


junkie. It should have ended there. Johnny had failed. 


Tears prick his eyes and he shakes them away angrily. It's not just his fault! Its all of them, everyone who 
looked the other way, everyone who gave him drugs, everyone who allowed him to continue dating that fucking 
bitch, that dirty filthy junkie slut The kid squeals as Johnny's hips hammer into him and Johnny reaches down, 
plants a hand on the back of his neck and shoves his face into the pillow and fucks him harder. What was so 
wonderful about her that Sid kept going back? Even after he'd begged Johnny to help him, even after he'd 


sworn he was off the heroin. What was so much better about her that he could turn his back on Johnny? 


Johnny knew the answer, of course, and it wasn't one he wanted to hear. It was one he had to acknowledge 
though if he was going to be honest with himself, and above all things Johnny believed in honesty. If he didn't 
tell it like it was, who would? So he admits it to himself. Nancy paid attention 


Johnny bares his teeth and closes his eyes and jerks his prick out, flipping the kid onto his back, slamming into 
him again. The kid's arms and legs close around him like a trap, yanking him down, clinging to him, riding him 
eagerly. Like Sid and not like Sid. It doesn't matter now, Johmy isn't interested in replacing Sid. He's no fucking 
fool, he knows he can't ever find another. Even if he turned a corner tomorrow and met some poor idiot who 
looked just like Vicious, acted just like Vicious, sounded and smelled and tasted just like Vicious, it wouldn't be 
Vicious, because Vicious had been a John, he'd been a friend, he'd been a fan, and he'd been a member of the 


fucking band, and there was no replicating that. 


The kid sobs and moans but mercifully doesn't say anything, not even Johnny's name. Johnny wonders if the kid 
even knows his fucking name, then realizes that it doesn't matter. He's not doing this for emotional gratification 
or sexual release or even as a sarcastic, bastard last salute to a fallen friend. He's doing this because he's sick 
of the pain. He's sick of the guilt. He's sick of the stomach-churning conviction that he could have done 
something to help, and he's sick of having to duck into the bathroom so that he can retch and cry and beat 
his fists against porcelain tiles until they bleed He wants to feel something else, anything else, and he's too 


wrung dry and emotionally exhausted to come up with a better alternative. 


So he gives himself over to the animalistic pleasure of fucking. He lets himself feel the kid's body as it twists 
beneath him, muscle and bone and sinew, blood and skin and heat. He reacts mindlessly, burying his face in the 
kid's neck, biting at his shoulders, fisting a hand in his hair and kissing him hard, so hard that his teeth 

puncture the kid's lips and blood trickles onto his tongue. His hips swing forward in an easier motion now, hard 
and steady and grinding, and the kid's breathing matches his rhythm, in and out, in and out, gasp and moan, in 
and out. Johnny moans in pleasure, twists his hips into a new angle, and the kid lets out a high, reedy scream. 


Johnny's eyes roll back in his head as he comes. Not the best orgasm of his life, but far from the worst. He 
continues to thrust, slower and gentler, until his prick is fully soft, and he slides out with a soft groan. The kid 
sprawls across the bed, a study in contrast and shadow, and Johnny stares at him for a moment, then hauls 
himself out of bed and goes into the bathroom. There's a moment of silence as he stares into the mirror, 
cataloguing the signs of fading arousal on his face, and then the kid gets up and gets dressed. The door of the 
hotel room clicks shut softly and Johnny closes his eyes. He should have at least asked for the kid's name. Too 


late now. 


Sighing, he shuffles into the bedroom to get dressed for the funeral. 


